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For Tracy 


Alone, Brave and Beautiful 


A flower in an open field is alone, brave and beautiful. There will always be true and 
honest admirers to nurture it and non admirers who have jealousy and hate that want to 
destroy it. 
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THE ENEMY’S PLAGUE 


The enemy’s plague brings about illness and anger, 


an unfortunate end without a microbe of safety. 


The catalyst into the abyss, the enemy’s plague 
brings its dying embers, its deathly smoke-filled skeleton 
to one’s ruin. 


That impossible circumstance, death in shadow, a valley 
with impasse, leaving a brain scrambled and mournful. 


TECHNOLOGICAL DEMON 


It was strangely odd on the first attempt 
to fix the vast computer system. 


This evil minion was deceptively clever, outsmarting my technical prowess on the 
first go around at every turn, making me think I erased every bit of his evil. 


He put up damnation in my path and did a hell of a fight, while throwing confusing 
laughter in my direction. 


What I read on the computer monitor was mind-numbing evil. 
It hurt my head, so much so, I had to extremely fight to complete the cleansing task 


at hand. 


That Technological Demon. 
That Technological Demon. 


His verbiage was so cold and Vulcan, it was brutally hypnotizing. 


One could see how this Technological Demon could entice another in 
his evil spell. 


May the cleansing task be complete. 


Right now, my head feels tired, withered, worn, 
uncomfortably split open with hope not abandoned. 


BRAINSTORM OUT OF THE SHITSTORM 


When an emotional Shitstorm leaves you feeling sad, used, abused, exhausted, and 
expended, 
Brainstorm out of the Shitstorm. 


Coming up for air... 
Coming up for air... 
after almost drowning in emotional turmoil. 


Answer your enemy with silence. 


Be grateful you're still alive 
to eventually think clearly, venturing onward 
toward a better future. 


ICE COLD RANSOM DEMANDS 


She figuratively died many years ago from enveloping madness, having 
jumped ship from our family that loved her so. 


She’s now a corpse, badgering us from time to time, bellowing incessant greed for 
a monetary inheritance while we still live, putting salt in a deep wound, with alien, 
ice cold ransom demands. 


HERMITAGE 


Close the door to my cave. The world is cold outside. 


The waters drips from atop the cave ceiling with calm operatic echoes. 


Fang’s bite muzzled, wounding no more. 
Whispers, Vespers Four, many more will follow that of what. 


A casual word of remedy stiffens the upper lip for better resolve against the 
coarsest of salt in a mental wound. 


Blue, red, green, yellow, words meet mystery from this fellow. 
Close the door to my cave. The world is cold outside. 
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THE QUIET AFTER THE STORM, A PRAYER 


The quiet after a violent storm and upheaval, after ruminating in ruin, 
speaking thoughts in a whispering, calming rhythm to regenerate positivity 
and civility over old, dead ideas & ideals... 

Self-whispers of healing & crying in a darkened room. 


Be now strengthened against bad habits in nature. 


Remember something new, a new spark to live again with a new truth 
to remain ever true to oneself. 


May angels of light be there wherever you are, far or near, 
within reach of your mind’s eye. 


May you always feel loved, never to cry again. 


The Buddha Hotel 
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THE BUDDHA HOTEL 


One may seek to relieve themselves of dour, diarrhetic energy 
in the Path Room at The Buddha Hotel. 


Voyages, explorations... 


If a person is a pack of lies, then they don't 
deserve love and are destined to be alone. 


Purgatory has no niceties. 


Save kinetic energy... 
Save kinetic energy... 


The world doesn't revolve around us. It just includes us. 
So, one has reached the mountain top, jumped over 
the precipice of despair, only to find out the muse 


has gone. What now? Merit or contentment? 


Do you want to live on or let fear make you die inside? 


Be Brave. Be brave, find out more. 
Find out more... Explore... 


ENVIRONMENT 
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PERSONS TRAVEL TO ASPIRE 


In the over laden jungle, perspires quasar machinations at its apex. 
Drilling at every moment, friction makes perspiration towards the flora 
and fauna. Thus, docile and tame, a civilized man came. 


Writing has age-old traditions....people are here, as they do not perplex, 
alone. Head, torso, feet, waver to the heartbeat tone; they have pulsed 
feelings to be felt. 


Mount the horses. Persons travel to aspire, even as their onlookers 
perspire. 


WHEN WILL TELL US WHAT TO KNOW 


On this man’s body, there is rotting bacteria; two smoked-out lungs, 
the hacking havoc at bad smell from some past days and old ways. 


The bereaved one is to bathe, then shave, and go on to brave the new 
days. These new days are unknown through sighted dark. 


There is no amusement in this park. 
Proper or disfigured uplifting from a new ride is unknown, yet sighted 
through dark. 


There is no amusement in this park. 
Waking and walking in between the pillars of old, aged wisdom and the 
wisdom to be, can only bring the courage; the encouraging, consoling, comfort 


sought. 
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PREPARATION DURING AN INVOLUNTARY FLOOD 


The blurred movement of a shot, a diver gasps for life to something 
holy before he dives. 


Dive into thy water's weep. Light a candle when the surface has risen. 


SCENE OF FLOWERS 


Flowers, flowers, beware of a scene of flowers. 

Certain nature can be poisonous. 

Perhaps food could be used for pleasure and for thought. 
The shade thinks of the non-nourished. 

All lighting explains that there is food present for pleasure 
and for thought to all shading. 

Can anything pass through time and facial hair? 
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PICKLED PIG HEAD IN A JAR 


There goes a pickled pig head in a jar. 

Yes, it’s a pickled pig head in a jar. 

Its body was once whole of head, foot, torso, 

feet, wavering to the heartbeat tone-- having once 
had pulsed feelings to be felt-- all now slaughtered 
by a farmer. 


The old man brings it to market in his open-air basket. 


There goes a pickled pig head in a jar. 

A group of children mock its comatose state in the 
jar saying, "Look at the pickled pig head in a jar! 
Har. Har. Gross! Yummy gross! Har. Har.” 


“Kids,” says the farmer, “this here’s good tastin’ 
vermin. Won't you want to buy a pickled pig head in 
a jar?" 


They nod no. They nod no. 


Captured captive to be sold, the pickled pig head is 
now physically blind from slaughter. 

Its spirit in the afterworld will see its sale and 

the stomach that will eventually be the new museum 
of blood and digestive muscle where this pickled 
pig head from a jar will be housed. 
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A PUZZLE IS A PRISON 
A puzzle is only a prison 
via a prism of confused 


thinking until a complete thought is 
formed and adorned. 


AFTER A RUMINATING SURPRISE 


The ray of sunshine beaming a beam of serene light onto your forehead massages 
your mind into peaceful bliss. 


A day of light, that moment of clarity, is so welcome after enduring 
a ruminating surprise in oblivion. 
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THE EYE’S PENSIVE TENSION 


The sacred bond, the flash of light, accusing one decision out of many, that invokes 
imploding finality before daybreak. 


What’s this world coming to in the golden hour when dinosaurs 
and dogs are falling from the sky above? 


Water may cleanse the question for the eye’s pensive tension. 

A white hair by fright, making the night white and vulnerable. 

Ashes anew from the dead transpire a lost creed. 

If this memory was to speak more, it would provide more puzzles than answers. 


Water may cleanse the question for the eye’s pensive tension. 


BIRTHED THROUGH CHAOS 


Birthed through chaos. 
Through chaos expelled the solution. 


Sing the praises of the unlikely hero to the masses about 
the beginning of the legend during danger, during war. 


Beholden is the creativity that gleams from the sun slowly 
setting above a warm flowing waterfall. 
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GOLD RINGS AND WISHES 
Gold rings and wishes splash softly in the water. 


This chaos forming a peace serene after a glimpse 
of a waterfall. 


A lover wept and nature comforted them forever. 


DREAMS FROM WINE 
It starts with a dream from wine. 


Age it well to have a 
great lasting taste and smell. 
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ANVIL LIGHTNING 
Anvil lightning, bright veins in the thunderous sky, 
abundant in nature, in fury, taps what little purity 
is in the soul. 


Old devices lost and shed with spiritual movement ahead. 


It makes one remember to be called upon for their 
own awakening. 


Inspired by Tracy on Tuesday afternoon May 12, 2015 


THE JUDGEMENT HORIZON 
Man nor beast cannot escape their own end. 


The judgement horizon will bring us home with the 
hallelujah chorus to the amen corner. 


After task upon task to completion, while riding a bolt of lightning, 
a framework is forged, knowledge is born. 


From planet to star, from star to universe, 


it is now settled that the mind 
is infinite in its belonging. 
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If there’s a void in your life, create some art. 
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SWAYING FROM A TREE 


The rope chafing a neck in night’s heat. 
A lone man hanging from a tree in swaying rhythm 
to the soft call of cicadas. 
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MOVEMENTS OF THE SUN TO NIGHT’S COMFORT 
The rising sun opens the mind with joy, wonder and hope. 
The setting sun calms the mind. 


The stars and moon in the night sky are a blanket of peace. 


The moon then glows for one to dream. 
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One Heart in Two Languages 
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Un cuore in due lingue 
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THROUGH THE PASSAGES OF MEMORY 


Standing by the sea, there is first anxiety, fear and longing, remembering spoken 
vows that were once kept in twilight. 


After the water crashes on the rocks, love and bravery are formed again. 
The seasons bring solace 


in our own time, 
in our own way, through the passages of memory. 


Attraverso i passaggi della memoria 


In piedi in riva al mare, prima c'é ansia, paura e desiderio, ricordando 1 
voti che una volta si tenevano al crepuscolo. 


Dopo che l'acqua si infrange sugli scogli, l'amore e il coraggio si sono formati di 
nuovo. 


Le stagioni portano conforto 


nel nostro tempo, 
a modo nostro, attraverso i passaggi della memoria. 
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FAR FUTURE NORTH ( Vision Quest ) 


Seeing ahead far future north, 
having a walking stick and thoughts alone as my only comfort ... 


A lame man gets a smooth caress on his hand. 
A glow in his mind experienced a friendly touch. 


He then seeks more to experience from a lovely companion 
against painful death and overwhelming odds, a tithing in the immuring vice. 


Writhing thin ice calls. 
A scab over a wound enhances wisdom. 


I walk on ... 
armed with prayer and rough skin. 


Lontano futuro della direzione nord (La ricerca della visione) 


Guardando avanti nel lontano futuro della direzione nord, 
avere un bastone da passeggio e pensieri soli come mio unico conforto... 


Un uomo zoppo riceve una dolce carezza sulla mano. Un bagliore nella sua mente ha 
sperimentato un tocco amichevole. 


Lui cerca di piu da sperimentare da un adorabile compagna 
contro la morte dolorosa e le probabilita schiaccianti, una decima nel vizio imminente. 


Il ghiaccio sottile che si contorce chiama. 
Una crosta su una ferita aumenta la saggezza. 


Io cammino su... 
armati di preghiera e di pelle ruvida. 
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HONOR & MERCY 


Infinite whispers communicate well 

within the Biblical Hotel. 

All of the lizards are sleek as time, 

forgetting the rhyme. 

The parody of peace, 

its stylings in rhythmic rain. 

There’s a smell to say. 

There’s a sound to see. 

There’s a touch to hear. 

Your life is an experiment. 

Your life is an experiment. 

Honor & mercy go through this wind stormed mind. 
The saintly canons urge restraint from the final blow. 
The hour is reluctant, 

being most inhuman 

to decide, 

to decide endless fate, whether morbid or beautiful. 
Calling all colors. 

Calling all to safety, 

exercising honor & mercy. 

Prayers come across as musical notes. 

Fly, Angel, fly... 

Fly, Angel, fly... 


250s 


Onore e misericordia 


Sussurri infiniti comunicano bene all'interno dell'Hotel Biblico. 
Tutte le lucertole sono lisce come il tempo, dimenticando la rima. 
La parodia della pace, i suoi stili sotto la pioggia ritmica. 

C'é un odore da dire. 

C'é un suono da vedere. 

C'é un tocco da ascoltare. 

La tua vita € un esperimento. 

La tua vita €¢ un esperimento. 

Onore e misericordia attraversano questa mente presa 

d'assalto dal vento. 

I santi canoni sollecitano la moderazione dal colpo finale. 

L'ora é riluttante, essendo la piu disumana, a decidere, a 
decidere il destino senza fine, morboso o bello che sia. 
Chiamando tutti i colori. 

Chiamando tutti alla sicurezza, esercitando onore e misericordia. 
Le preghiere si presentano come note musicali. 

Vola, angelo, vola... 

Vola, angelo, vol... 


Sie 


CHANGING OUR HUMANITY 


Changing our humanity, changing into a healing state like a butterfly and gaining 
the strength and courage of a lion. 


The margin for error is testing our souls. A brain calmly pulsates in a movement to 
rearrange thoughts and emotions within an evolving mental sanctuary. 


The added vision of an eagle soon follows from such a metamorphosis to see 
clearly ahead. 


Cambiando la nostra umanita 


Cambiando la nostra umanita, cambiare in uno stato di guarigione come una 
farfalla e acquisire la forza e il coraggio di un leone. 


Il margine di errore sta mettendo alla prova le nostre anime. Un cervello pulsa con 
calma in un movimento per riordinare pensieri ed emozioni all'interno di un 
santuario mentale in evoluzione. 


La visione aggiunta di un'aquila segue presto da una tale metamorfosi per vedere 
chiaramente avanti. 


TAKE A CHANCE 


Take a chance on love. 
Love bravely. 
Protect your heart. 


Cogli l'occasione per quanto riguarda I'amore 


Cogli l'opportunita per quanto riguarda l'amore. 
Ama con coraggio. 
Proteggi il tuo cuore. 
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LIGHTHOUSE MEN 


They give and they give and nobody answers. Things finished are always in the 
making from shore’s compare and evening twilight. 


Lighthouse Men, monks of the sea, knit sweaters against age old winds foretold by 
paralyzing sins. 


They shine their benevolent light, a cautious warning, radiating bright in the night. 


Reality sets in, they are bastards of the sea. 
They give and they give and nobody answers. 


Uomini faro 


Loro danno e loro danno e nessuno risponde. Cose finito sono sempre in 
movimento a causa del confronto della riva e del crepuscolo serale. 


Essi brillano la loro luce benevola, un avvertimento cauto, che si irradia luminosa 
nella notte. 


Uomini del Faro, monaci del mare, fanno maglioni a maglia a contro 1 venti 


secolari predetti da peccati paralizzanti. La realta entra in gioco, sono bastardi di 
mare. Loro danno e loro danno e nessuno risponde. 
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CALLING OUT TO THE STARS 
Calling out to the stars! Calling out to the stars! 
Do you reach the stars or do these life scars abound, envelop your waking passion? 


For a human form on her journey to wherever, 
may all evil fear your face and not scathe your beauty in both the sun and the rain. 


Transcend your shadow in peace, under the stars. 


Calling out to the stars! 
Calling out to the stars! 


Transcend your shadow in peace, under the stars. 


Chiamando le stelle 


Chiamando le stelle! 
Chiamando le stelle! 


Riesci a raggiungere le stelle? O queste cicatrici di vita abbondano, avvolgono la 
tua passione da sveglio? 


Per una forma umana nel suo viaggio, 
possa tutto il male temere il tuo viso e non mai male la tua bellezza sia sotto il 
sole e sotto la pioggia. 


Trascendi la tua ombra in pace, sotto le stelle. 


Chiamando le stelle! 
Chiamando le stelle! 


Trascendi la tua ombra in pace, sotto le stelle. 
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CROSSING INHIBITION 


Observed Pattern, shall a male be brave to make an acquaintance with thee? Shall 
you be brave to make an acquaintance with he? You, the rose, standing from the 
pole, staring, evaporating memories 

into the street... 

One may never know the challenge if they do not ask to receive it, to eventually 
bleed pleasure from its possible gift. 

All of the ancient mockery is dull before the sunset, yet present at sunrise. 

There was a dream to taste...there is one now to always follow one after another; 
the same terror with he as with thee. 


Inibizione di attraversamento 


Schema osservato, un maschio dovra essere coraggioso per conoscerti? Sarai 
coraggioso a conoscerlo? Tu, la rosa, in piedi dal palo, fissando, facendo 
evaporare i ricordi 

in strada ... 

Non si puo mai conoscere la sfida se non chiedono di riceverla, per far sanguinare 
il piacere dal suo possibile dono. 

Tutte le antiche prese in giro sono noiose prima del tramonto, ma presenti all'alba. 

C'era un sogno da assaporare ... ce n'é uno ora da seguire sempre uno dopo I’altro; 
lo stesso terrore con lui come con te. 
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A GLASS OF WATER 


A glass of water symbolically unites people from different lands with a common 
composition and an understanding that is already known. 


Un bicchiere d’acqua 


Un bicchiere d'acqua unisce simbolicamente persone di paesi diversi con una 
composizione comune e un'intesa che € gia nota. 


THE HEART IS AN OPTICAL GLASS IN LIFE 


The heart is an optical glass in life. 
Its pathways are guided by a lighted prism. 


Il cuore é un vetro ottico nella vita 


Il cuore é un vetro ottico nella vita. 
I suoi percorsi sono guidati da un prisma illuminato. 


ce 


Special memories of the past are needed hugs for the mind in the present. 


Ricordi speciali del passato sono necessari abbracci per la mente nel presente. 
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I WILL MISS YOU 
I will miss you. 


Remember me when you see a wink of an eye, a smile that forms, a nod of the chin 
and a soft pat on your back. Remember my voice as a soft wind blowing against 
your face. 


Mi mancherai 
Mi mancherai. 


Ricordami quando vedi un battito di ciglia, un sorriso che si forma, un cenno del mento e 
una pacca morbida sulla schiena. Ricorda la mia voce come un leggero vento che soffia 
sul tuo viso. 


THE GAZE OF LOST LOVE 


Watching the tides, thoughts come in and thoughts go out. 
Memories come in, memories go out. 

The gaze of lost love, 

all that is left is the sound of the birds and 

the smell of the ocean. 


Lo sguardo dell'amore perduto 


Osservando le maree, 1 pensieri entrano e 1 pensieri escono. 
I ricordi entrano, i ricordi escono. 

Lo sguardo dell'amore perduto, 

tutto cid che é rimasto é il suono degli uccelli e 

l'odore dell'oceano. 
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THE GENTLE DREAMER 
Tidal pools of graceful beauty, the gentle dreamer dreams. Her mind forward, 
never still, looks beyond a universal horizon of many worlds seen in a great and 


fantastic slumber. 


To know a flower’s nightly scent, a glow from her face with a restful smile 
glimmering on quiet water in moonlight. 


The gentle ocean waves soothe the hourglass of time. 


Passionate, hopeful answers incite joyful mentions completing calm thoughts. 


Il garbato sognatore 
Pozze di marea di aggraziata bellezza, il garbato sognatore sogna. Una donna sua 
mente in avanti, mai ferma, guarda oltre un orizzonte universale di molti mondi 


visti in un grande e fantastico sonno. 


Per conoscere il profumo notturno di un fiore, un bagliore dal la sua viso con un 
sorriso riposante che spiragli sull'acqua tranquilla al chiaro di luna. 


Le dolci onde dell'oceano calmano la clessidra del tempo. 


Le risposte appassionate e piene di speranza incitano a menzioni gioiose che 
completa pensieri calmi. 
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EYE WATER OF JOY 


I first saw the shine of your faces and felt the vibration of your hearts, 
a joy of first contact after long anticipation. 


An eye water of joy, streaming happily down faces, being one with all, all with 
one, where everything is now remembered and known. 


Occhio acqua di gioia 


Per prima cosa ho visto lo splendore dei tuoi volti e ho sentito la vibrazione dei 
tuoi cuori, una gioia del primo contatto dopo una lunga attesa. 


Occhio acqua di gioia, che scorre felicemente sui volti, essendo uno con tutti, tutti 
con uno, dove tutto ora é ricordato e conosciuto. 
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A LOVED ONE IN HEAVEN 

He is listening with angelic ears to the precision of your heart. 

You are always first and forever in his eyes as he is in yours. 

The warmth you feel on your shoulders is his loving gaze from Heaven. 


A breath of wind is his loving and reassuring caress to always be with you. 


Una persona cara in paradiso 


Lui sta ascoltando con orecchie angeliche la precisione del tuo cuore. 
Sei sempre il primo e per sempre ai suoi occhi come lui é ai tuoi. 
Il calore che senti sulle tue spalle é lo sguardo amorevole di lui dal cielo. 


Un alito di vento é la sua carezza amorevole e rassicurante per essere 
sempre con te. 
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Stratosphere 
= 
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Brave Forward 
Do you want to live on or let fear make you die inside? 
Brave forward. 


There’s no need to bargain for the right to be heard or to exist. 
Be present. Receive the gift of knowledge from the things of many. 


Brave forward. 
Brave forward. 
Brave forward. 


Move, one inch. Move, one step. Walk for miles. 
Struggle in the snow. Curse the heat in the desert. 
Keep your head above water. 

Think, create, even in mental desolation. 


Brave forward. 
Soar high above. 
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Stardust 
a 
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TRUSTING IN THE INVISIBLE JOURNEY 


Trusting in the invisible journey is a leap of faith, a hopscotch of will. 


Glisten, glazen do the stars on this cold night. 
The lonely listen to a failing empire exposed. 


Soothing eyes peer through a steaming marsh’s seething silence. 


A knight’s time again will not allow another bad circumstance, happenstance, 
be it from an evil charm or bedeviled amulet. 


The grave will be body nil. 


Rising spirit will be most sentient and pure, powerfully hovering 
above an ancient dream for future time. 
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VAST COSMOS 


a 
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VAST COSMOS 


Life forms sending messages into emptiness, into a dead echo 
chamber, praying that the future will be bright via accord with 
a chorus of singing stars. 


The vast cosmos has pleasure and pain, 
joy and sadness, 


all being constantly born and destroyed. 


Impermanence is its permanent nature, vast 
and infinite in scope, intriguing eternal nova. 
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ETERNALLY WE FALL ON 

Regaining sensations, finally awaking from catatonia. 
Catatonia dims our minds to light and sensation. 
Through Fallow Field we mire and toil through a strange 
kind of love. 


When we finally wake, we embrace life, of seeing better days. 


Love & bliss eternally we fall on. 


KNIGHTS THROUGH THE AGES 
Knights through the ages passing 

through incarnation and reincarnation in 
the glory of hope anew, against everlasting 
darkness to be nevermore. 


Implore, study, explore in space and time. 


Learn the ancient mariner's rhyme to an 
astronaut's clime. 
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THE OUTPOST 


In peace or for war, 
The Outpost is out there by 
the most remote star... 
alone, brave and beautiful. 


Ce 


ART IS THE BODY 

Art is the body. The body is art. 

The body's art is an endless communication, a body lingual science. 
It is not destructive. It is constructive, inquisitive, 

exquisite, and answering the call to the Eye 


of the Beholder throughout the ages. 


There's the Fountain of Youth verses a Wrinkle 
in Time. 


Stars chant twice with a twinkle the reflected years. 


THE LARK’S VISION OF LIGHT 


“The day may be long with darkness, but hark! I see out of the dark!” 
exclaimed a lark with a song of light. 
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WALL OF ICE 


How does one talk to a wall of ice? 

The vocal echoes bounce right off, unheard, never acknowledged. 

Rude, cowardly ice with slithering, melting water down its cavernous neck, 
wreaking of conjecture and lies after sundown. 


POLITICALLY AMORAL LYNCH MOB 


When dissenters go against positive leadership, they are morally bankrupt. 


SUNSET AND TOMORROW 


An old idea is a sunset and a new idea is the next phase tomorrow. 
Make sure to take time in crafting things in this life. 
One must be gentle with their brain in order to do so. 


AREA ONE 


One area is one. 

One aria is alive. 

Allis All. 

Waterfall area nuance in pristine vision, 
foot on ground never lost. 
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CANE MOVEMENT 
This cane will help you walk. 
The other one will only help you up. 


THE RIGHT PROCEDURE 


It’s back to the way it should 
be open, fair, even. 


A right procedure in time for 
all, through the ages. 


THE HEART LESS TRAVELED 


I saw the shine of your face and felt the vibration of your heart. 

The magical movements of the heart are an aspiration, an inspiration of joyful 
breath. 

Styles come and go, but your heart always remembers what you love and know. 
A new circumstance and change on the heart less traveled leads to the spice of 
life if given the chance. 


With the love of life sometimes imprecision, chance, coincidence, a wing and a 
prayer, will guide you to the happiness you seek. 
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PEACEFUL CHAMELEON 


For every action there’s a counter reaction. 

This may be true, but the peaceful chameleon has a thoughtful 

and wise defense against its most rigorous of enemies. 

It is to blend in and remain silent to an enemy’s vociferous rage, having 
them use up all their malcontent energy, that eventually becomes 

a dull whisper in a teacup. 


REMEMBERING OLD PETROGLYPHS 


There’s a lonely feeling remembering the old petroglyphs 
on the forbidden planet. 

Their conveyance of knowledge waned and waned 

after experiencing many invaders over time. 
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BLACK SUN 


Black Sun is now deceased. 

Once shining bright with all his might, all his life, 
intertwined with secret strife, while confronting adverse ailment. 
Being always reticent towards peers, not wanting to sadden them, 

the Celestial Bodies 

were amongst, never knowing, only showing their 

reverence 
for their beloved friend. 
When the dark hour came, out went Black Sun’s long-lived flame. 
By faith, the Celestial Bodies now know such a sun has amassed to a 
beautiful, new domicile; intriguing eternal nova. 


Chuck’s very first poem from May, 1987 
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This is Chuck Swaim's fourth book of poetry. 
Chuck resides in Santa Fe, New Mexico and is 
originally from Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 
These poems are from his dreams about the 
Earth and the vast cosmos. He also wrote 
some poems in Italian in this book in honor of 
his new found relatives in Italy. He hopes to 
one day master the Italian language. 


A very special thanks to Clemente Rubano 
for his drawing as this book's cover art. 
Clemente is an artist from Pisa, Italy. 
More of his art can be seen here: 
www.facebook.com/clemente.rubano.5 
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